CA1L  NO   MAN  HAPPY

foreseen that each of the important firms would demand exclusive
designs, which rendered an immense variety necessary. Our prepara-
tions had been on much too small a scale. But this comparative
success inspired my elders with confidence and I obtained more
generous appropriations for the following season.

Three years after my department of designs was manufacturing
eight to ten thousand pieces a year, and the gross sales of the mill had
passed by several million francs the high mark of the most prosperous
years of the past. This was no special credit to me. The old factory
was a robust and powerful organism ready for action. My role had
been confined to evoking from it an effort adapted to the new times;
it had immediately carried it out with its traditional perfection. I
was a little like the governor of a colony who has as support behind
him the power and riches of a substantial empire. But success some-
times gives an unearned prestige, and as it happened I found myself
at twenty-three the independent and uncontcsted head of a vast
industrial domain. I had acquired some knowledge through
experience. The Uncles* generation knew nothing of this new trade.
They let me do my work in peace and, since they had great need of
me, they treated me well. I had retained the memory of the injustice
from which my father had previously suffered, and I promised
myself as soon as I felt I had more power to see that the legal name
of the firm should become : FRAENCKEL AND HJBRZOG. In this I
succeeded a little later.

This power and responsibility transformed my life and, to some
extent, my character. I now had so much work to do and so many
daily decisipns to make that I had hardly any time to meditate sadly
about myself, or to analyse my scruples about the rights of a captain
of industry. 'Hamlet is a poor prince because lie speculates about a
skull,' Alain wrote me. I was subject to the laws of action and the
duties of one in authority. Now I dreamed of writing: Servitude et
grandeur Industrielles. For the desire to be a writer still preyed upon
me. At the mill I had my own office full 9f thread, fdt-cloda and
woollens. In a secret cupboard I had hidden some novels by Balzac,
a Pascal, a Tacitus, The Memorial and the large notebooks in which